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[ORIGINAL.] 
BEGUILED. 


BY MES. BE. B. EDSON. 


We had but one of all the flock 
Thet God to us had given; 

The headstones on the tufted sod 

Told that the rest had gone to God, 
In yon dear home in heaven. 


And we, forgetting she could err, 

Kept thinking all the while 
Of breath of flowers and songs of birds, 
So like the music of her words, 

The sunshine of her smile. 


She grew in beauty—day by day 
Beheld her grown more fair: 

We felt ourselves supremely blest, 

Nor thought the fledgling of our nest 
Weuld tempt the fowler’s snare. 


But lips of guile breathed honeyed words: 
Alas! we thought ’twas love— 

But woke to find an empty fold, 

For treacherous lips sweet tales had told, 
To lure our trusting dove. 


Our one peNlamb! Ah me, ah me! 
Would that she lay beside 

The stainless ones in life’s young May, 

Who wearied in the dasty way— 
Would that she, too, had died! 


Pale mourner, strike your trembling harp 
To bursts of reverent song; 
The barbs that speed the poisoned darts, 
Deep festering in bleeding hearts, 
To living griefs belong! 


[ORIGINAL.] 


THE DIAMOND MINES: 
—OR,— 


WILFRED HARPER'S LAST LOVE ADVENTURE. 
A TALE OF THE BRAZILS IN 1840. 


BY CAPTAIN JAMES F. ALCORN. 


Our hero was a rare genius. <A sincere ad- 
mirer of the ladies, he was seldom in love with 
less than a dozen at once, to which fact he doubt- 
less owed his protracted freedom from the yoke 
matrimonial. But just prior to his last depart- 
ure from the Trimount city, the number had 
dwindled down to three, one of whom was the 
only daughter of our owner, and a very beauti- 
ful girl, enjoying the fairest prospect of any for 
the berth of captain’s wife and principal major- 
doma on the return of the barque. It was con- 
sidered settled by all parties, and so certain by 
the maiden that she presented her lips with the 
greatest sangfroid imaginable while parting with 


her lover in my presence in the barque’s cabin on 
the eve before we sailed. 

“Remember, Wilfred, a freight for Boston !’’ 
was her accompanying rejoinder. 

“For Boston, Annie. I'll come in ballast, if 
I can obtain nothing else.” 

“Humph, if I thought ye would I’d have ye 
spliced at once, and send her with ye,” muttered 
the charmer’s papa. “No, no, Harper, take the 
first good freight that offers, no matter where. 
Trust me, you’ll think the chains heavy, and as- 


‘sumed quite soon enough, ship them when ye 


will.” And with this charge he departed to see 
his daughter off by boat to her eastern home. 

We were bound to Rio, for which a party of 
four had engaged state-rooms through the Span- 
ish consul, and they made their appearance for 
the first time that evening at a late hour, when 
we slipped our moorings and anchored in the 
stream to await the turn of tide. - 

“‘ Have you seen her, Frank ?” demanded my 
superior, as he joined me on deck at midnight, 
at which hour the pilot had appointed to be 
aboard. 

‘‘ Seen who, sir ?”’ 

“The youngest of our passengers.” 

““I witnessed the embarkation of a priest 
and three ladies; but did not observe their 
countenances.” 

“Ah, wait till morning; there’s a treat in 
store for you.” 

But we were scudding to the eastward under 
a heavy press of canvass, and through a rising 
sea, when breakfast was announced, so I was 
obliged to wait longer for the treat, while my 
curiosity was materially augmented by my su- 
perior’s sketches of the face and form he had 
pronounced angelic at first sight. | 

A week elapsed ere that curiosity was gratified, 
when gentle winds and genial skies procured me 
a first glimpse of the divinity. She was beauti- 
fal, so lovely that I cannot hope to do her justice 
in description, therefore I forego the task, merely 
adding that her beauty was of the Moorish style, 
rare and exotic, peculiar to old Castile, and no- 
where found so bewilderingly luxuriant, as in 
Brazil, of which she was a native. 

Ere Imilda de Ribelass deserted her state-room 
for our social circle, I had, by unsparing exercise 
of Yankee interrogatory, learned that she was the 
only daughter of an alguazil, the richest resident 
in the Minas Geraes, or diamond region of Bra- 
zil, and thither bound, to become the bride of a 
wealthy noble, to whom her sire had betrothed 
her in early childhood, and who was now verging 
on his dotage. 

“By Jove, it’s shameful, Frank!” said my 
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worthy superior one evening soon after that 
divinity had recovered from her illness. ‘“ Miss 
De Ribelasa and I have had a confidential chat. 
this afcernoon, and she informed me she’s to be 
married— 

“To a gray-beard, 
That’s old news.” 

* Who told you ?” 

‘‘ That charming little maid of hers.’ 

“‘ And you kept the secret ?” 

“Who should I tell it to?” 

“Me, of course.” r) 
“QO, you’re taken in and donefor. How could 
it interest you ?”’ 

* But it does, and so much that hang me if I 
don’t attempt to balk their game.” 

“You?” 

“Ay, why not ?” 

‘‘But—but you can’t marry the lady.” 

“Who said anything about marrying, you 
blunder-head? Does it follow that she must 
have a husband ?’ 

“‘T should suppose that a husband only could 
step between her and a parent’s purpose.” 

“By Jove, you're right! Didn’t think of that 
when I pledged my word to aid her through. 
But I can’t back out now, nor hang me if I want 
to.” 

Nor did he. From that evening he and the 
lady appeared to be on the most social terms, 
while her presence rendered our little barque a 
perfect paradise, despite the frowns of her ancient 
duenna, and the chilling reserve of the padre, on 
whom my whole stock of cigars and studied po- 
liteness were lavished in vain. 

Ere many days elapsed I became fully con- 
vinced that Captain Harper was immersed in 
another love affair, and that the fair daughter of 
his owner was fast losing her hold on his affec- 
tions ; so observing him unusually gallant to- 
wards the fair senorita, one evening, I seized 
upon the earlicst opportunity after the lady had 
retired, to remind him of Miss Herbert’s 
existence. 

“‘O, hang Miss Herbert !” was his curt and un- 
gallant response. ‘‘ What man do you suppose 
would consent to wed her, after enjoying the so- 
ciety of such a peerless creature as the Senorita 
Imilda? I tell you what, Frank, I’ve been in 
love, or believed I was, a score of times; but 
there, all my love adventures have been but tame 
flirtations, all my fancied love but simple admira- 
tion, compared with the emotion which thrills my 
soul at the touch or tone of this gentle creature. 
Love is too tame a word. By heaven I adore 
her !”” 

Remonstrance was vain. 
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He was fairly 


said J, interrupting. 


THE DIAMOND MINES. 


caught, and evinced the fact by his negligence to 
improve our frequent opportunities to make good 
runs, and his prohibition of any extra exertion 
on my part, and the result was, a fifty-four days’ 
passage to Cape Fria, which we might have made 
in thirty with all ease. 

But we were in Rio at last, where our passen- 
gers bade us addiv, tears glistening in the beau- 
teous Imilda’s eyes, and trembling on their long 
silken lashes as I handed her to the boat, while 
her faint “ Addio, Senor Pilota,”’ evinced with 
what dire foreboding she bade farewell to the 
scene of her brief, yet protracted happiness. 

“Senor Captaneo will remember,” was her 
parting salutation to my superior. 

‘“Do you doubt it? Be assured, senora, you 
shall be convinced that the promise made by a 
Yankee tar is sacred, if it costs me my life.” 

“Senor Captain must be careful of his health,”’ 
said the padre, with a meaning smile. ‘ Over- 
exertion proves singularly fatal to foreigners in 
the climate of Brazil.’ 

The covert threat was lost on the ear intended 
for, however, or if not lost, elicited no response 
from Captain Harper, who bowed his adieu to the 
speaker, and turned away as the boat shoved off, 
to seek the taffrail, from which he observed their 
progress, nor left until the boat was beached, and 
its cargo landed. 

The barque’s cabin was a paradise no longer. 
Its late occupant had borne with her all the sun- 
shine, and Captain Harper soon followed, return- 
ing only when our hold was free of cargo, to say 
we shonld have to lay for return freight. 

“ How long, sir ?” 

“An age, I hope, unless I can discover the 
retreat of our late passenger.” 

“Then you have lost her ?” 

“ All trace of her.” 

“ And her father ?” 

“Is only too easily found. Confound his 
sombre picture, I meet him at every turn, with 
that padre playing pilot-fish.” 

“You are subject to espionage, then ?” 

“Yes, and the most vigilant, I am fully con- 
vinced. But wait, I’m at leisure, now.” 

“ Have a care, captain. If the senora’s sire, 
or ancient—” 

‘“‘ There, spare me a fit of the blues, if you 
can’t aid me. I'll have the lady, in spite of sire 
or ghostly guardian, if it costs me—’’ 

“< What ?” 

“ Anything—all I’m worth. Order my boat. 
I’m off, and you can find amusement in taking 
the best possible care of yourself and the barkie, 
till I return, or you hear from me.” 

’T was useless to remonstrate, and I witnessed 
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his departure with dire forebodings, proceeding 
to render myself as miserable as I could well be 
in way of amusement. Three days passed, when 
I ventured to his hotel to seek tidings. 

“Senor captaneo ” had left a few hours pre- 
vious, leaving a note for me which the lazy clerk 
had neglected to forward. It was short and 


unsatisfactory. 
*¢ Cafe de Angleterre, Rio. 


“DBaR FRANK :—I’m on the trail, and bound 
to follow it. Expect to hear from me when suc- 
cessful. Yours in haste, 

at WILFRED Harprr. 
“To Frank A—.” 


A week elapsed, and I had become seriously 
alarmed at my superior’s protracted absence and 
silence, when I was startled from a table reverie 
one evening, after tea, by the announcement of a 
boat alongside, with a person to see me. I hur- 
ried to the gangway, and demanded the visitor’s 
name, and nature of the visit. 

“ Let me come up, please, Senor Pilota, and I 
will tell you,” said a soft voice in a strong 
Spanish accent. 3 

“Hop up, then, my lad, whoever you are.” 

And obedient to the unceremonious invitation, 
a@ youth, apparently about fifteen, clambered up 
the side ladder, betraying so much and strange 
awkwardness that I extended my hand to aid 
him, saying: 

“You aint much of a sailor, any way, my lad. 
Wonder ye ventured afloat. This way.” And 
leading to the cabin, I turned to direct him to a 
seat, and be startled beyond expression as I re- 
cognized the expressive eyes and classical fea- 
tures of Imilda de Ribelass, under the jaunty hat 
and plume of a gay young cavalier. 

“For Heaven’s sake, sen—” 

‘Hist, for the love of Heaven ! 
Captain Harper ?” 

“Gone on a wild-goose chase after you. Have 
you not seen him ?” 

“Mio Dios! When?” 

“A week since.” 

Whither ?”” 

I placed his note in her hand. 

“ Gracio a Dios ! and Iaccused him of forget- 
fulness !”’ she exclaimed, on glancing over its 
contents. 

For a moment she pressed her hand upon her 
brow as if in deep thought, when with a wild 
start she electrified me by exclaiming : 

“‘Santissima Maria! they have sidnapped 
him !” 

‘‘ Who ?” T demanded, in an agony of dread. 
“ Not Captain Harper ?”’ 

‘Si, Senor! Mio Captaneo ! Santa Iago ! 
They have sent him to the mines!’ And reel- 
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ing to the table, she leaned thereon, venting her 
anguish ina thrilling wail, while I sank almost 
powerless into a seat, echoing : 

‘To the mines! Who, in the name of all 
that’s sacred, could send him there, senora?”’ 

“Don Carlos de Soto.” 

I was on my feet in an instant, when I gath- 
ered from her harried recital that she had heard 
her sire and lover plotting the abduction of some 
person or persons they detested, and soon after 
overheard them exulting over their success. 

"Twas he; I know it was, senor! I might 
have known it sooner. Padre Luca’s meaning 
smile and glance m‘ght have convinced me of the 
removal of the last barrier to my fate.” 

The lady’s manner became speedily calm. 
“’Tis no time for tears,” she said. ‘ Those 
who enter the Minas Geraes seldom leave it alive. 
Our united fates hang upon a thread. His love 
for we hath placed him there; mine shall rescue 
him, or— Will you aid me, senor, he was your 
friond ?”’ 

“To the death, senora; but tell me stows 9”? 

“ Not yet, I must think. These boatmen wait. | 
How can we deceive them into a belief that I 
have left the vessel ?”” 

“How? You would remain ?”’ 

“Si, senor, ’tis the safest asylum I can find, 
and my maid Inez will be on the beach within an 
hour. Can you not send a boat for her ?”’ 

‘With pleasure, senora; but you desire these 
boatmen to be deceived, and to effect it I must 
have your apparel.” 

“‘ Si, I understand.” 

And passing into her former apartment she soon 
placed her disguise in my possession, when, call- 
ing a boy aft, I rigged him in the borrowed 
finery, and instructing him to be as dumb as the 
mainmast until our boat should land, sent him 
to personify the gay young cavalier, which feat 
he performed to perfection. An hour later he re- 
turned in our own boat, bringing off the maid 
Inez, who informed us that the flight of her mis- 
tress had been discovered, and had created the 
wildest excitement at the villa, and ia its vicinity. 
Mounted servants were being sent in every di- 
rection, she said, and Don Carlos had hastened 
to the palace to implore the assistance of his 
monarch. 

“ Then I must fly again,’’ gasped the lady. 

‘“‘'Why so, senora? You are as safe beneath 
the stars and stripes as you could be in your 
mother’s arms.” 

“The emperor would tear me thence,” she 
said, “nor would he respect the flag of the 
northern union unless awed by a superior force. - 
Ah, senor, you know not the despot.” 
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Mr. Wallace called to me from the maindeck 
at this moment, and hastening to him, I found a 
state barge pulling towards the ship. I had 
barely time to warn the disguised girl, and con- 
duct her with her maid to the captain’s private 
state-room, when the barge hailed and was an- 
swered by Mr. Wallace, and hurrying on deck I 
gained the gangway in time to receive the officer 
in command. 

“ Senor Pilota?” he demanded. 

«¢ Sz, senor.”? 

‘He addressed a few words in Spanish to a per- 
son in the boat, who responded by mounting the 
side, when he introduced him as Don Carlos de 
Soto. 

‘Who have you aboard the vessel, senor?” 
demanded the latter. 

“‘ Her crew, your excellenza.” 

** No lady visitors ?” 

‘Lady visitors?” I echoed, affecting surr rise. 

ce Si.” . 

‘Excuse me, senor, I do not understand 
you.” 

“Perhaps not. When did you see the Senora 
de Ribelass ?” 

‘“‘ When she disembarked, senor.” 

“?Tis false!’ he roared. ‘She is on board 
now ” : 

“The senor may search if he will not believe,” 
Iresponded, with well-affected indignation. 

© Will you swear she was not here to-night ?” 

“TI have nothing to say, senor. You must 
seek information from those you can believe,” 
was the answer. 

“Stay, you are too hasty, your excellenza,” in- 
terposed the officer. “Senor Pilota, have you 
had any visitors from the shore this evening ?”’ 

¢ St, senor.” 

«Who were they ?” 

“A strange cavalier, and the boatmen who 
brought him.” 

“Did he make known his business ?”” 

~“ Si, he desired to see Captain Harper.” 

“Describe this cavalier.” | 

I obeyed, when the don exclaimed, “ Santa 
Maria, it was she !” 

“Was she informed of—” demanded the offi- 
cer. ‘No, no, where is he now?’ 

But I paid no attention to the question until 
repeated by the officer, when I replicd : 

“The senor must inquire of the boatmen who 
conveyed him to and from the vessel.” 

“ When did you see your captain ?” 

“Ten days since. Why, senor?’ 

“O, I merely asked for information. Where 
is he now?” 


“You’ve asked too much, senor. I would 


THE DIAMOND MINBS. 


give a handsome sum for a solution to that 
question myself.” 

“Humph! Did he not say whither he was 
going ?” 

“No, nor can I surmise a reason for his ab- 
sence from Rio.” 

“How do you know that he is absent?” 

** 1 was so informed at the Cafe de Angleterre.” 

“« All correct, and I am convinced, your ex- 
cellenza,” said he tothe old don. “TI await your 
orders.” 

‘Search the vessel.” 

“You hear, Senor Pilota. Please lead tlie 
way.” 

I obeyed with seeming alacrity, leading them 
direct to the cabin, and throwing open all the 
state-rooms save the captain’s,at which he paused, 
demanding why I passed it. 

I explained that Captain Harper had the key; 
but forgot to state that I possessed a duplicate 
which was even then inside the state-room. 

“She is not there, then. Is your excellenza 
satisfied ?” 

The ancient don muttered some half-inaudible 
reply, which I translated a negative, and hast- 
ened to suggest : 

‘“‘ Perhaps his excellenza would like to search 
the hold ?” 

He viewed me with a withering frown for a 
moment, and then repaired to the maindeck, fol- 
lowed by his companion, with whom he held a 
brief conference, when the latter approaching me 
with a smile, said: 

“Tam sorry, Senor Pilota, but at his excel- 
lenza’s command I warn you to remain where 
you are now anchored until notified of the royal 
permission to move your vessel or leave the port. 
The slightest disregard of this order will subject 
you to the combined cannonade of those forts 
and yonder frigate.” 

“‘ Why, senor, is not the American republic at 
peace with Brazil ?” 

‘‘It is his excellenza’s orders, senor,’”’ was his 
evasive response, as he bowed and prepared to 
follow the old don, who was descending the 
side. 

‘“ What's to be done now, senorita?’ I de- 
manded, on entering the cabin, when assured 
that the barge had left us. 

“Effect the release of Captain Harper?” was 
her positive reply. 

“But how?” a 

“TY have no time to explain, senor. You will 
aid me ?””. 

“To the extent of my ability.” 

‘Then order a boat at once, we have no time 
to lose.” 


.. 
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I obeyed, and fifteen minutes later we were 
skimming lightly and silently over the harbor 
towards the mole. 

“You must have a disguise,” she said, as we 
landed on the beach. 

“ What for, senora ?”’ 

“To conceal your nation, and ensure success. 
We have an arduous journey before us, and a 
still more arduous task io which we must not risk 
failare. Can you ride ?”’ 

“ Like a dragoon.” 

“Throw the lasso?” 

“Pardon me, senora, I know nothing about 
the article.” 

“A pity. Perfect command of the lasso 
would render a guerilla’s garb most appropriate 
to you; but in it you must venture.” 

“Whither? Please favor me with some ex- 
planation, senora ?” 

“To the Minas Geraes.”’ 

“The diamond mines!” I echoed, and at that 
moment we turned a corner full in the face of 
the night patrols, who brought us to a dead 
halt. 

With a woman’s ready tact my companion 
misled them regarding our identity and purpose, 
when we were free to pass, they said, and we 
hurried on towards the suburbs, ere gaining which 
my companion halted at an humble dwelling, and 
thundering at the door, which was speedily 
opened by a withered old crone, bade me enter. 

The latter seemed to recognize my companion, 
and inclined to load her with questions ;. but the 
latter silenced her with a brief explanation, when 
I was provided with a complete guerilla costume, 
which I was conducted to a chamber to assume, 
and when I returned to my companion, I found 
her arrayed in similar garb, and conferring with 
two stalwart sons of the lasso. 

‘‘My foster-brothers, senor,” she said, as each 
of the strangers nodded me a welcome. ‘“ They 
are faithful, though roughin exterior—would die 
for me, and will prove our main stay in the exe- 
cution of our enterprise. They are ready.’ 

“More than I can say, yet I am at your ser- 
vice when you will, senora,’”’ said I, unable to re- 
press a smile at the odd, brigandish figure I 
presented in an adjacent mirror. 

Horses had been mysteriously provided during 
our brief delay, and mounting them at the door, 
we were soon on the Villa Rica road, and pro- 
ceeding at a brisk canter towards the Paraiba 
River, which we forded at eight o’clock next 
morning, having ridden our steeds nearly fifty 
miles in a little less than five hours. 

Resting for an hour on the northern bank, we 
resumed our journey, and within an hour reached 


an hacienda, where our guides exchanged our 
jaded steeds for fresh animals, which bore us rap- 
idly through the rich region of the upper Rio 
Grande until late in the afternoon, where we 
halted for refreshments at a wayside cafe, the 
keeper of which hailed our rough companions as 
old acquaintance. 

From him we learned that a party of guards 
had passed the previous day, having in charge a 
state prisoner, and accompanied by the worthy 
Fra Luca, he said, whom he was rejoiced to see 
at home again. He did not notice my young 
companion’s start, though he replied to her 
demand : 

“ What was the prisoner like ?”’ 

“A handsome caballero, senor. Santa Iago 
send him a speedy release from the Minas Geraes ! 
I wouldn’t minded throttling one or two of his 
guards to help him to his liberty, only they were 
good Catholics and he a heretic.” 

“‘ An excellent reason for avoiding a compul- 
sory visit to the mines yourself, Fillipo,” re- 
marked one of our guides ; adding, “ But hasten 
those horses and our wine, mastre mio, we must 
reach Villa Rica ere another dawn.” 

‘Santa Maria! you are not wont to travel in 
such haste, good Henrique. Ha, more guards, 
and in hot haste—a dozen or more topping the 
hill yonder. Are they in chase of you?” And 
the burly host chuckled, while our intrepid leader 
bounded to the door, and hazarding a single 
glance to the advancing party, exclaimed : 

“To your saddles, we are pursued! Fair and 
softly, though, their steeds are blown, and we 
must not direct their suspicion by apparent haste. 
Wait till behind the crown of yonder hill, and 
then—” 

Her fresh, high-mettled steed reared at the in- 
stant, curtailing the sentence, when, tossing her 
purse to our host, she administered the spur, and 
cantering on in advance a few rods, reined her 
horse down to a walk until we joined her, when 
all proceeded at a gentle trot. But the move- 
ments of the soldiers soon convinced us that we 
were their object, for urging their jaded horses 
past the hotelrie, they came thundering on, when 
we dashed into a brisk gallop and soon distanced 
them. 

We halted that night at a small village termed 
San Blas, on the eastern entrance of one of the 
dismal passes leading to the interior of that God- 
forsaken region, and having partaken of a—for 
the place and season—plentiful repast, retired to 
be aroused at midnight, at least I was, by a gen- 
tle touch of cold steel, and bounding from my 
pallet, found myself in the grasp of a stalwart 
guerilla. 


‘66 


Fearing the worst, I soon learned it—I was a 
prisoner to the party we had seen a few hours 
previous, and who had been sent out in search of 
us. But the mystery of their success in track- 
ing us, remained unexplained for the time. My 
companions, I soon learned, had effected their 
escape, and while a portion of the band started 
in pursuit, I was dragged before the officer in 
command, and closely interrogated regarding the 
object of my disguise and presence at such a 
distance from Rio. I was dumb, but silence 
availed me little, and within the hour I was fully 
convinced that my prospects for mining life were 
more than flattering. 3 

At dawn the pursuing party returned, and 
after a lengthy debate upon the surest measure to 
adopt for their capture, my captors set out, con- 
veying me in their midst, bound, into captivity. 
We passed the barrier at four that afternoon, and 
at early twilight halted at a receiving station, 
where I was handed over to the intendant of the 
district, who welcomed me with mock urbanity, 
and calling an under-oversecr, ordered him to 
conduct me to the quarters assigned to the other 
prisoner. Ten minutes later Wilfred Harper and 
myself were strained in a mutual embrace. 

‘© Good Heavens, Frank, I did not dream that 
we were to meet in these infernal regions! 
What does it mean?’ said he. 

“That I was just soft enough to pledge myself 
to the task of rescuing you, as you did that siren, 
and we are rewarded.” 

“But you did not attempt it alone ?” 

‘“‘T wasn’t quite fool enough.” And adding 
an explanation, I could not withhold a smile as 
he bounded from the earthen floor, exclaiming : 

“ You don’t say 80? By Jove, she has repaid 
me tenfold! IfI could only see her angelic face 
once more, I’d be content to pick diamonds for 
a lifetime.” 

‘Look up and be gratified, mio Wilfredo! 
Hist!’ And a moment later the speaker was 
locked in my friend’s embrace. 

“ Tmilda mio, how came you here ?” 

“Easily. As the daughter of le alguazil I 
passed the barrier. When did you reach the 
mines ?” 

“« At noon.” 

“And at midnight you must leave them. 
Hist, the guard comes, to remove or separate 
you, perhaps. But fear nothing, when morning 
dawns, we will be beyond their reach.” And 
with the word she vanished by a narrow aperture 
in the rear, ag a patrol of two entered by the 
proper entrance. 

Her last surmise was correct. They came to 
separate us, and I was conveyed to a distant hut, 
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which, I was informed, was to be my home for 
the present. Exhausted with my recent exer- 
tions, I cast myself on the damp earth, and was 
soon in deep slumber, from which I was aroused 
some time after midnight by a violent shake, 
which brought me to my feet in an instant of 
of time. 

“At last, Caraho! I thought you were ina — 
trance, senor, so hard to rouse. Henrique, the 
senorita and captaneo are off this hour. Come, 
we have no time to lose if we would escape the 
morning patrol.” 

And creeping stealthily from the hut he led me 
toa thicket near, into and throngh the mazes of 
which he wound his way, apparently heedless of 
the briers and Turk’s heads which wounded me 
at every step, until the pain reached an agony, 
which rendered silence itself painful; but the 
struggle was for freedom, and I endured the lac- 
eration until we emerged at the base of an arid, 
rugged mountain, where were two horses, which 
we mounted, and urged along a winding mule 
path for a mile or more, when we opened into a 
nurrow pass, into which my guide dashed, saying : 

“‘Now, senor, a tight rein and sure stirrap- 
hold, and we’re safe.” 

I obeyed the caution for an hour, or more, 
during which we had proceeded at varied speed, 
as the sure-footed horses found expedient, when 
we emerged on the opposite side of the moun- 
tain, and plunged into a deep valley, where a 
sluggish stream was forded, when our route 
again became ascending, but amid different 
scenes, The night winds fanned our faces 
through heavy foliage, and the delicious odor of 
tropical fruits and flowers saluted our olfactories 
on all sides. We had passed the barrier, and 
though still within the territory of Minas Geraes, 
had left the region of the condemned behind us. 
Still on we sped, maintaining unbroken silence 
for near another hour, when the first gray streak 
of dawn greeted our vision, and dashing into a 
dark avenue, my guide led me to a low-roofed, 
but ample mansion, the dim outline of which 
was lost in a forest of flowers and foliage. 

“We stop here, senor,” said my guide, leaping 
from his steed and assisting me to alight, which 
I did with difficulty for my form had stiffened in 
saddle posture. 

‘‘ And where are we, Buen Pietro ?” 

‘In secure anchorage, Frank,’ exclaimed my 
commander, bounding from the piazza. ‘I had 
given you up, but thank Heaven, you’re safe!” 

“But where?” I persisted, as I returned his 
friendly grasp. ‘“ This is a paradise.” 

“Nay, Senor Francisco,” said the beauteous 
Imilda, appearing once more in the proper habil- 
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imerts of her sex, “’tis only the hacienda de 
Ribelass.”’ 

“Tis as Frank says, heaven, and you its 
reigning divinity,” murmured the enraptured 
lover, as he gave to each an arm, and led us into 
a dimly lighted hall, in which was spread an in- 
viting repast, of which I partook plentifually, 
while gathering a detail of my friend’s adven- 
tures of the night. A sketch of my own was 
briefly given, when my wounds were dressed, and 
ere the sun showed his disc over the eastern 
mountain’s top we were in dreamland, encoun- 
tering all our recent peril over again. Day had 
far advanced when Captain Harper aroused me. 

“ Well, what now?” I grumbled. “Do you 
never sleep any? If your bones were as sore—” 

“OQ, nonsense, you can stand it long enough to 
lend a hand at making a long splice, so up with 
you!” | 

“A long splice! What do you mean? We 
aint at sea, nor aboard the Annie.” 

“No, but we are in the hacienda de Ribelass, 
and I’m to be married to its mistress.” 

‘‘ Married, the deuce!” I was out of bed in 
an instant. 

“That’s it. The parson and bridesmaids are 


waiting.” And then, as I assumed my guerilla |: 


garb again, he briefly told me of the senora’s 
uncle, the Fra Eusebeo, who was a sworn enemy 
to Don Carlos de Soto, and had arrived at the 
hacienda that morning, already aware of his 
niece’s flight from Rio, and overjoyed to find her 
where least expected, had won the history of her 
love, and sought her lover to learn his desires, 
and tell him if he would he might be happy. 

We sought the little chapel attached to the 
mansion, where Wilfred Harper falsified his 
vows to the fair Annie Herbert, and became the 
husband of a Spanish bride; but having learned 
how well they loved, I could not blame him, and 
so performed my part without the utterance of 
reproach. 

Three days later I entered Rio, and made my 
way to the mole, where I signalled the barque for 
a boat; but none came, when, after waiting an 
hour, I went off in a shore boat, to find a Bra- 
zilian official in possession, and all intercourse 
with the shore prohibited. ’Twas only by dint 
of much persuasion, and an ample bribe, 1 could 
obtain permission to board, when I coolly re- 
jected his suggestion that I should return ashore 
again. He begged, prayed, coaxed and threat- 
ened, until, convinced that a Yankee mate was 
not to be frightened he desisted, while I wrote a 
hasty note to our consul, stating facts, and beg- 
ging his interposition to prevent my arrest and 
return to the mines, of which I had cause to fear. 


But ere it reached him, all Rio was thrown in- 
to consternation by the assassination of his ex- 
cellenza, Don Carlos de Soto, who was stabbed 
to the heart on the plaza in the presence of scores 
of pleasure-seeking Janeiroans, at vesper hour. 
The assassin was seized on the spot, and proved 
to be a political enemy of the government, which 
had condemned him to the mines, from which he 
had escaped to execute his revenge. 

This unexpected event turned the scale in our 
favor, and when Captain Harper and his happy 
bride reached the city three days later, the former 
was courteously though coldly received by the 
alguazil, who refrained from any comments at 
the time, being probably too deeply grieved at his 
late friend’s fate, and exercised regarding the 
manner in which his vast fortune was disposed of. 
But that riddle was read ere the week was out, 
when Captain Harper paid me a visit on board 
the Annie, exclaiming, as he wrung my hand: 

*« Congratulate me, Frank, old messmate !” 

“Why, what the deuce has happened now ? 
I thought you couldn’t well find room for more.” 

“So dia I. But there, I’m just the luckiest 
dog alive.” 

“ Has old De Ribelass relented in full ?”’ 

“ Ay, and more—” 

“Made a willin your wife’s favor, then ?” 

“No; but old De Soto did. Left her his 
whole fortune, bless his old bones! I can afford 
to forgive him for his unblessed love, since to 
him I owe the richest as well as the loveliest 
bride in all Brazil.” 

“Whew! Then I may shift my quarters at 
once ?”’ said I, jocund at his good fortune. 

‘Ay, and comfort Annie Herbert, if you will, 
when you get home. I’d take it as a favor, 
Frank.” | | 

“Thank you. ‘What man in his senses could 
wed her, after enjoying the society of the angelic 
senora?’ You forget I made a trip to the mines 
with her.” 

“QO, fudge! I’m not jesting.” 

“Nor I, only quoting from your text-book. 
But I may think the matter over, and propose 
when I reach home. ‘ Quen sabe.’” 

Scarcely a day passed while the barque remained 
in Rio, that I did not spend a portion of it in the 
society of my friend and his beauteous bride, to 
whom I laughingly sketched her husband’s in- 
constancy in his presence one day, when with a 
saddened countenance she demanded : 

“ Did she love him, senor, think you ?” 

Too late I saw my error, when I endeavored 
to heal the wound by responding : 

“ Only a little, senora.”’ 

“Only alittle. Then ’twas but just that she 
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should lose him, and to me, for I—” The fer- 
vent kiss she pressed upon his lips was a most 
appropriate closing for her sentence. 

She did indeed love him much, and when we 
met to say addio, charged me with rare, rich 
presents for the forsaken maid, ‘Some return 
for the lover she had lost.”? They were worth a 
little fortune, and received by Annie Herbert with 
smiles, undimmed by tears. It must have been 
their intrinsic value that increased her self- 
esteem, and steeled her heart against all my ad- 
vances, averting my intended (?) proposal, and 
rendered her an object of interest to a Mr. C--—, 
who wooed and won her, barque and all. 

Wilfred Harper remained in Brazil; but still 
remained American, serving our government for 
a term of years as resident consul, nor, so far as 
I have learned, has he ever regretted his trip to 
the diamond mines, and the issue of his last love 


adventure. 
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LAWFUL REVENGH. 


Many years since, a gentleman in Newington, 
a parish of Wethersfield, Connecticut, who was 
a very religious and conscientious man, married 
one of the most ill-natured and troublesome wo- 
men who could be found in the vicinity. This 
occasioned universal surprise wherever he was 
known, and one of the neighbors ventured to 
ask him the reasons which had governed his 
choice. He replied, that having had but little 
trouble inthe world, he was fearful of becoming 
too much attached to things of time and sense, 
and thought that by experiencing some affilic- 
tions, he should become more weaned from the 
world, and that he married such a woman as he 
thought would accomplish this object. The best 
part of the story is, that the wife, hearing the rea- 
sons why he married her, was much offended, 
and, out of revenge, became one of the most pleas- 
ant and dutiful wives in the town; declaring that 
she was not going to be made a pack-horse to 
carry her husband to heaven.—C'onnecticut Herald. 


FRENCH ROYAL WIVES. 


The “Dublin University Magazine,” in com- 
menting upon the lives of the royal and imperial 
wives of France, states that there are but thirteen 
out of sixty-seven on whose memory there is no 
dark stain of sin. Of the fifty-four others, eleven 
were divorced; two died by the exeeutioner; 
nine died very young; seven were soon widow- 
ed; three were cruelly treated ; three were exiled ; 
the characters of three were very bad; and the 
prisoners and the heart-broken made up thi re- 
mainder. Twenty, who were buried at St Denis, 
since the time of Charlemagne, were denied the 
rest of a grave. Their remains were dragged 
from the tomb by the revolutionary populace, 
and then flung into a trench and covered with 
quicklime. 

pra EG i  rer ER SED 
FEAR. 


O, that fear 
When the heart longs to know, what it is death ia hear. 
ROLY. 
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WAGASAKT.’ 


Nagasaki, in that part of the world where cen- 
turies are counted small fractions in the lapse of 
time, is a modern city. The city lies along the 
water’s edge, and spreads upwards between and 
among the hills—broad, steep hills—from a thou- 
sand to eighteen hundred feet high, sparsel 
wooded, but green to their tops, and strewn wit 
stone and shapeless masses of calcareous rock. 
The greater part of the city lies in an ascending 
valley, between two hills, spreading on either 
hand some distance up the hillsides. Three 
considerable rivers issue out of the hill gorges, 
and disembogue themselves into the bay. ‘The 
rivers, swelled to an unusual volume by the long 
rains, were roaring over their rocky beds, whip- 
ped into creamy foam. A few rude flouring 
mills were driven by the swift-flowing torrent. 
The dams were a few boulders, tumbled into the 
stream, enough to divert a stream of water 
through a wooden sluice against a breast shot- 
wheel. It was the first mechanical application 
of water-power I had seen in Japan. Each mill 
had a single run of small stones, driven by the 
simplest arrangement of cogs. The bolting was 
done by two sieves, one of which was moved by 
water and the other by the miller’s hands, and to 
which the flour was carried by hand in wooden 
buckets. The quality of the flour was fair, mak- 
ing a dark but sweet bread. The streets of 
Nagasaki have the convenient width and cleanli- 
ness of the approved Japanese pattern, and are 
bordered by the usual neat cottages of one and 
two stories, the quiet shops, and strong fire-proof 
warehouses, with hard-finished white walls and 
overhanging roofs of dark and whitetiles. Many 
of the streets are long handsome avenues, of two 
and two and a half rods wide, with a smooth, 
well-beaten and ever cleanly-swept roadway, in 
the centre of which is a stone pavement of a few 
feet in width. Japanese side-walks are always in 
the centre of the street. ‘The situation of the city 
assists to good drainage, and everywhere pure 
water from the hills was flowing down the stone 
channels of the street gutters, imparting to the 
whole city a refreshing cleanliness and salubrity. 
The hills are so steep that houses and temples 
are ranged in tiers, one above the other, like the 
seats of a theatre. The floor of one house is on 
a level with the roof of its next ower neighbor, 
so that one might sit on his own garden-wall and 
look down into his neighbor’s smoke apperture 
to inspect the family cooking.— Correspondent of 


the Tribune. 
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SAVING TIME. 


A clergyman, who had a considerable of a 
farm, as was generally the case in our forefath- 
ers’ days, went out to see one of his laborers, who 
was ploughing in the field, and he found him sit- 
ting upon his plough, resting his team. ‘Jobn,” 
said he, “‘ would it not be a good plan for you to 
have a stub scythe here and be hubbing a few 
bushes while the oxen are resting?” John, with 
a countenance which might well become the di- 
vine himself, instantly returned—‘ Would it not 
be well, sir, for you to have a swingling-board in 
the pulpit, and when they are singing, to swingle 
a little flax?’ The reverend gentleman turned 
on his heel, laughed heartily, and said no more 
about hubbing bushes.— Cambridge Chronicle. 


